All over. Wish I had never written. Tell no one. - Helen.
But Aunt Juley was gone - gone irrevocably, and no
power on earth could stop her*

CHAPTER III
MOST complacently did Mrs Munt rehearse her mission.
Her nieces were independent young women, and it was
not often that she was able to help them. Emily's daughters
had never been quite like other girls. They had been left
motherless when Tibby was born, when Helen was five and
Margaret herself but thirteen. It was before the passing of
the Deceased Wife's Sister Bill, so Mrs Munt could without
impropriety offer to go and keep house at Wickham Place,
But her brother-in-law, who was peculiar and a German,
had referred the question to Margaret, who with the
crudity of youth had answered, 'No, they could manage
much better alone.* Five years later Mr Schlegel had died
too, and Mrs Munt had repeated her offer. Margaret:
crude no longer, had been grateful and extremely nice^
but the substance of her answer had been the same. * I
must not interfere a third time/ thought Mrs Munt.
However, of course she did. She learnt, to her horror,
that Margaret, now of age, was taking her money out of the
old safe investments and putting it into Foreign Things,
which always smash. Silence would have been criminal.
Her own fortune was invested in Home Rails, and most
ardently did she beg her niece to imitate her. 'Then we
should be together, dear.5 Margaret, out of politeness,
invested a few hundreds in the Nottingham and Derby
Railway, and though the Foreign Things did admirably
and the Nottingham and Derby declined with the .steady
dignity of which only Home Rails are capable, Mrs Munt
never ceased to rejoice, and to say, *I did manage that, at
all events. When the smash comes poor Margaret will
have a nest-egg to fall back upon.3 This year Helen came
of age, and exactly the same thing happened in Helen's
case; she also would shift her money out of Consols, but
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